ioo         THE VICAR  OF MORWENSTOW

not some wretches cut through the rope, more greedy
for prey than careful to save life. Of all the crew the
only person saved was the captain. He confirmed
the opinion of the coastguard, that, but for the cutting
through of the hawser, every one on board would
have been rescued.

In 1864 a large ship was seen in distress off the
coast. The Rev. A. Thynne, rector of Kilkhampton,
at once drove to Morwenstow. The vessel was riding
at anchor a mile off shore, west of Hartland Race.
He found Mr. Hawker in the greatest excitement,
pacing his room, and shouting for some things he
wanted to put in his greatcoat pockets, and irritably
impatient because his carriage was not round. With
him was the Rev. W. Valentine, rector of Whixley in
Yorkshire, then resident at Chapel, in the parish of
Morwenstow.

'What are you going to do?5 asked the rector of
Kilkhampton. ' I intend to drive at once to Bude for
the lifeboat.'

*No good!' thundered the vicar, eno good comes
out of the West. You must go East. I shall go to
Glovelly, and then, if that fails, to Appledore. I shall
not stop till I have got a lifeboat to take those poor
fellows off the wreck.5

'Then,3 said the rector of Kilkhampton, *I shall go
to Bude, and see to the lifeboat there being brought
out.3

'Do as you like; but mark my words, no good
comes of turning to the West. Why/ said he, cin the
primitive Church they turned to the West to renounce
the Devil.'

His carriage came to the door, and he drove off with
Mr. Valentine, fast as his horses could spin him along
the hilly, wretched roads.

Before he reached Clovelly, a boat had put off with
the mate from the ship, which was the Margaret Quail,
laden with salt. The captain would not leave the was fired over the vessel, and so success-
